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American Syndicalists who had combined to buy
railway concessions from the Chinese.r There was a
bevy of merry brides journeying to marry their
long-sighing grooms out in the Philippines and there
was a regular crowd of American missionaries
hurrying to heal the sick Coreans or save the souls
of lost Celestials. To cap all, there actually was a
real, breathing American poetess on board. She it
was who came one morning and asked me if it was
true what she was told that I was a poet. To which
I gravely replied that matters had not yet taken
such a critical turn with me, though it was true I
had been suffering from rather long spells of scrib-
bling fever which happily had left me alone for very
nearly a year. Taking a hint from her question I in
my turn asked if I had the honour of being addressed
by a poet. Thereupon she blushingly admitted that
she was a poetess and was also the sub-editor of a
well-known poetical journal of Chicago; after saying
this she obligingly handed me a handsomely-bound
typewritten copy of all her select pieces. But to me
more interesting than all her poetry was a remark
she casually let fall about her being a worshipper
of Rabindranath Tagore and his poetry having
awakened a deep-seated chord of her life which no
other poet, past or present, had ever touched.
Though Tagore had never made any great appeal
to me personally and his frenzied adoration of
Mother Nature and his whole-souled prostration
before the throne of the Most High had often left
me unimpressed and not a little distressed, yet I
was not the less delighted to hear such a splendid